WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES

were fetched, while everyone remained silent Having swallowed his
aspirin, Fr. Bouillon gave us an extremely lucid and interesting
narrative of his meetings with the Ghazi. But the upshot of the
whole story, if I remember rightly, was that if we did not yield to
the Turks, there would be war and that the Moslems in India would
fight on the same side as their Turkish co-religionaries. Having ended
his story, Fr. Bouillon sank back into his chair and asked for another
aspirin. And so the meeting ended, after Rumbold had suitably
thanked Fr. Bouillon for his very clear account of his activities on our
joint behalf and had expressed the earnest hope that he would now
enjoy a good night's rest.

For the moment Fr. Bouillon vanished from our stage, but he was
destined to return to it when, after two or three days of prolonged
discussion, the conference of Generals at Mudania, whither Generals
Harington, Charpy, and Mombelli had gone to meet General Ismet,
reached a deadlock. The Turks had presented the Allies with an
ultimatum, and General Harington as senior Allied General returned
to Constantinople to ask for fresh or final instructions. He had
arrived late one night, and early the next morning we held a prelimin-
ary first meeting at the British Embassy consisting of the High
Commissioner, Admiral 0. de B. Brock, General Harington, and their
staffs. The latter was given his final instructions as received from
H.M. Government and at the same time the text of a counter-ulti-
matum'which he was to present to the Turks if there was no agree-
ment. It was to the effect that we would employ all the forces at our
command to resist the Turks if they attempted to make any encroach-
ment on our positions on the Asiatic side of the Straits. That being
definitely settled, Rumbold and I then received General Pelle and
Fr. Bouillon, who were informed of our attitude. Fr. Bouillon threw
up his hands in horror and argued volubly on our folly and on the
certainty of war if we persisted in it. "Whereupon Rumbold askec
Pelle to speak to him confidentially alone in the next room. I was
left with Fr. Bouillon, who, as soon as the door closed behind the twc
High Commissioners, jumped up and seizing me by the lapels of mj
coat said, "Surely you, as a sensible man, can persuade your Chief tc
be more reasonable." I don't remember exactly what my reply was
but it was to the point, and he quickly let go my coat and sat dowi
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